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Gentleman; 


Or, the happy Life. 


To an excellent Tune, Or, Hey boys up go we. With Allowance. 


1 Am a man of Wealth and Land, 
and Gold J have good ſtoze, 
A god Eſtate J now command, 
what can one wich lo moze ? 
J value not an hundzed pound, 
to Tenants ile be kind. 
Ile have my Hawk, and have my Houn 
and ſuch delights will mind. 


To London J will not repair, 
here (werter pleaſures be, 

I live in a moꝛe healthy Apyz, 
and kairer Beauties ſee: 
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J love the noiſe ot Hey- ge- ho, 
the whiſtling at the Plough, 
The Baaing of the tender Poe, 
and Lowing of the Cow. 


The mozning Lark which chepher ds love 
here lings by bꝛeak of day; 
And Nightingale in yondec Gove 
where Flowers perfume our way : 
Fair Siccamoꝛes topleaſe the exe, 
and hinder to much heat, 
And Strawberries and Utolcts lye 
all round about our ft, 
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Bens we hear the huntſmans hozn <2 


which loudly ecchoes round, 
And in a lovely Rode mo2n 
how ſweetly does it ſound ! 
The dzowſfle luggard ſtrait gives ear, 
his golden D2eams are fled, 
(Erceptthe Sick) who e re did hear 
the Hon and lye a bed? 


Intrigues ot᷑ State here are not knobon, 
no2 Beauties nice and coy, 

Each man well pleas*o with what's his 
his pleaſures does enjoy: (own 

At night within his Mikes ſoft Arms 
the happy Swain does reſt, 

And thus ſecure, and void of harms 
with Peace is alwaies bleſt. 


I hate the many Cheats and Knaves 
that lurk in London Town, 

whole reffle ſs heads like tumbling waves 
are rowling up and doun: | 
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Ambitious Fops find little eace, 
let us Ambition Hun, | 

And mark tow all our Flowers and trees 
are guildcd by the Sun. 


The meaneſt Shepherd does enjoy 
ſome Milk⸗maid byisk and fair, 

And gets firſt night a thumping Bop, 
a luſty jolly Heir. 

Let painted Jilts avoid this place, - 
foz all our Rymphs lo gay 

With only Dews do wach their face, 
and look divine as day. 
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